'The History 0} King tear: 

The which he lackes, that to prouoke in him 
Are many fimples operatiue^hofepower 
Will clofe the eye of anguiflh. 

Cord. All bleft lecrecs,all you vnpubliflit vertues of the earth 
Spring with my teares.be aidant and remedial 
In the good mans diftrcfle,feeke,feekc,for him, 

. Leaft his vngouernd rage diffolue the life. 

That wants the meancs to leade it. 

Enter aUMeffenger. 

TUeJfen. Ne wes Madam,the Britifh powers arc marching he» 

Cord. Tis knowne before,our preparation Hands 
In expectation of them, 6 deare Father, 

It is thy bufinefle that I go about,therefore great France, 

My mourning and important teares hath pittied. 

No blowne ambition doth our armes infite, 

But loue, deare loue.and our aged fathers right, 

Soone may I hcare and fee him. £ x it, 

• 

Enter Regan and Steward. 

Reg . But are my brothers powers fet foorth ? ® 

Stew. I Madam. 

Ue^.Himfelfe in perfon ? 

Stew.lAz.Attm with much ado,your filter s the better Soldier* 

•Rejr.Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lady at home? 

Sfc»’.No Madam. 

Rfg. What might import my filters letter to him ? 

Stew . I know not Lady. 

Faith he is polled hence on a ferious matter. 

It was great ignorance, (jlocefters eies being out. 

To let him line, where he arriues he moues 
All hearts againlt vs,and now I thinke is gone. 

In pitty of his mifery to difpatch his nighted life, 

Moreouer to deferie the llrength ©f the Army. 

Stew.f mult needs after him with my Letters. 

■ffig.Ourtroopefcts foorth to morrow,ftay with vs, 


TheHtftory 0} King U*r. 

The waves are dangerous. 

Stew.l may not Madam, my Lady charg d my dutie in this 
ftiould ftie write to Etfmund? Might not you 

Tranfport her purpofes by word, belike 

Something.I know not what, lie loue thee much. 

Let me vnfeale the Letter. 

Stew. Madam Ide rather • . , . 

Reg. I know your Lady docs not loue her husband, 

lam fure of that : and at her late being heere 
She gaue ftrange aluds,and moll fpeaking lookes 
To Noble Edmund, I know you arc of her bofome. 

Stew,l Madam. • 

Reg. I Ip cake invnderftanding.for I know t. 

Therefore I do aduife you take this note : 

My Lord is dead, Edmund z nd Ihaue talkt. 

And more conuenicnt is he for my hand. 

Then for your Ladies : you may gather more. 

If you do finde him, pray you giue him this. 

And when your miltns heares thus much from you, 

Jipray defire her call her wifedomc to her.fo farewell. 

If you do chance to hearc of that blinde traitor. 

Preferment fals on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. Would I could meet him Madam,! would fhew 
What Lady I do follow. 

Fare thee well. 

Enter (jlofier and Edmund. 

Glo. When fiiall we come to’th top of that fame hill ? 

Edg. You do climbe it vp now, looke how we labour ? 

Glo. Me thinkesthe ground is euen. 

Edg. Horrible Iteepc: hearke, do you heare the lea ? 

GU. No truly, 

Sdg. Why then your other fenfes grow lmpertca 
By your eies anguith. 

Glo. So may it be indeed, 

Methinkes thy voice is altered, and thou fpeakft \Vsth 


Exit. 
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